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The Bog 


Author's Notes: 


The Jerr-love continues... 


With each step | took, the grass snapped like match sticks beneath my cowboy boots. Dry. Hot. The Oklahoma 
sun was baking everything out to a brittle crisp. 
Coming over a hill on the back ten acres of my land, | saw the bog. | didn't expect there to be water in it but 


there was. In fact, it was full, and with each gust of thick summer air, crescent shaped ripples gleamed over 


the top. 


| squatted down and brushed my fingertips atop the mirrored surface. My reflection broke into a kaleidoscope 
of colors and jagged edges. 


"You always liked the water." 


A flock of birds took flight from the oak behind me, and that's when | realized I'd said that out loud. | laughed, 


not a happy laugh, but a sad, thickly forced laugh. 

"See what you got me doing? lm talking to myself again’ 

| took a deep breath and let it out slowly. In my head | could hear him. 

Youre not talking to yourself Youre taking to me 

"Yeah, but you're not here, are you? So, yeah," | huffed through a chuckle, "Im talking to myself" 
What do you mean, Im not here? Im here. Im talking to you 

"You're gone, Layne” 

No, Im not.. Im here..with you,just Ike Ive always been 


The ripples on the bog's surface settled into its mirror again, only this time | didn't see me in the reflection 
there. This time it was him. | sucked in a sharp breath. Seeing him hurt. 


"You look good, buddy." 

His wide, thick-lidded eyes rolled around in their sockets, a dry smile lifting the side of his bee-stung lips. 
Whyyyy thanks, man Then he winked at me. You look pretty good yourself. 

| let a heavy sigh. Thoughtlessly, words spilled from my mouth. 

"| miss you." 

Hey, man. Whats with all this mushy stuff, huh? You act like you haven't seen me in years. 

"It has been years, Layne. Try three..coming up on four." 

Its been that long? He set his jaw and looked around. Hmm, doesnt seem that long 

‘It does to me. In fact it seems even longer than that." 

| took a deep breath and snatched a stick off the ground. | pinched it my fingers, testing its solidity. 
It was real. The stick was real 


| jabbed it into my thigh. Pain. 


| was real. The stick was real. 


The image my eyes transmitted to my brain from the water's reflection in front of me was not real. | knew 


this. | wasn't going crazy. 
| tossed the stick into the bog, creating a cacophony of swirls and ripples over the once calm surface. 
Hey, man! Whadya do that for? 


| cringed. | couldn't stand to her his voice in my head anymore. "Shut up, Layne! You're not herel" | pressed my 


hands to my ears, and squeezed my eyes closed. "Just shut up!" 
Why? | thought you missed me? 


"Please," | mumbled quietly. "I am not going crazy. | am not going crazy." | wrapped my arms around myself and 


sat back against the heels of my boots. 


Why | didn't stand up and run back to the house, | don't know. | guess | didn't want to leave him despite being 
scared sick | kept my lids tightly closed like it could force him out of my thoughts. 


Jerr, hey. Touch me. Im here, man, just Ike | said Cmon, touch me. 

Without opening my eyes, | stretched my arm out, first feeling the coolness of water, then the sensation 
transforming into the softness of strands..curls.his hair. | opened my eyes and saw my fingers in the water, 
but it wasn't water anymore; it was Layne. He was lying in a thicket of yellow grass before me. My hand was 
in his hair. He smiled. 


That's not so bad now, is it? 


| laughed a sick laugh, a stomach flipping, 'm-fucking-crazy laugh. "How old are you here, Layne? Twenty- 
three? Twenty-four?" 


You know what they say, man ‘Die young, leave a beautiful corpse! 


| shook my head. "But you didn't, Layne. You weren't beautiful. You were emaciated. You were losing your teeth, 
and your fingers and toes were black from lack of circulation” 


Hey?! Why you gotta drag me down, man? Why can't you just remember me how you like to remember me? Why 
do you want to remember the bad stuff? You enjoy hurting yourself? 


My lips moved, but my face felt hard, like someone had set papier-maché over it, and it had hardened into a 
mask except for a hole around my mouth. "It hurts more to remember you when you were beautiful, Layne. 


When we were close..when we were brothers." 


His hand brushed my wrist and stroked up my arm. | could barely feel it, but it bristled all the fine hairs up 


over my skin. 
We were always brothers. We still are. 
"No. You're dead." 


| saw his chest rise, filling with the air he'd dispel in a sigh. He smiled at me again. A sad smile. Eyes fogging 
over. Cheeks sinking into hollows beneath his eye sockets. 


ks this better? Is this what you want fo see? 
My voice came out quiet, so quiet | almost didn’t hear it myself. "No." 


Without will, | wished for it and blinked. He was back to young Layne, the charismatic joker who first stole my 
heart. 


All better now. He gave me his cheesiest grin, the same one that always made me laugh, even when | wanted 
to punch his lights out. See? 


My eyes itched, causing me to blink, and then a tear fell, dropping to the water before me. Layne's image 
scattered, starting in small circles from where it broke the surface. Small circles grew into larger circles, 
smaller circles spawning from within the center of each..growing, growing, growing. 

"Layne." 

| blinked once more and there was only the murkiness of the bog in front of me. Again, he was gone. 


"Layne?" 


There was silence. Another tear fell. More circles spawning into a mirrored target growing outward and fading 


into nothing. 
Nothing. 


| took a deep breath, holding it in, like if | stopped breathing, it would stop time, and he'd still be here with me. 
When | couldn't hold it in anymore, | shot the air out of my lungs. | was alone. | didn't want to be. 


| wish you were here," sifted out over my lips. "Oh god, Layne, | wish you were here." 


Then | felt a patch of warmth on my shoulder. It could have been a ray of summer sun punching through the 
oak's branches behind me, but it felt different.like someone had laid their hand on me. Instinct told me to spin 


on my heels to catch them. 
But there was no one. 
‘| must be going out of my fucking mind.” 


| pushed my hands through my hair, trying to get myself together, and when | tilted my head down | noticed 
the mud from the bog's edge had seeped up around my boots. | blinked and shook my head. 


Then | noticed it. 


There was another set of foot prints beside me..the imprint of a heel.a ball.the tear drop shapes of five toes 


on top of each. Bare feet: 

| looked at my own feet again 

| was still wearing my cowboy boots. 
My voice cracked. "Layne?" 


The wind gust and sent a whistle over the oak's branches, rattling the leaves. Another gust pushed against me, 
harder this time, blowing my hair back. It sounded like a voice when it sifted over the folds of my ear. 


Always with you, Jerr..Always with you.. 


~fin~ 


